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Literature & Miscellany.

| Pqetiéa]. '

Dvity of Language in our Country.
The following article is copied [from
the Jefferson Joyrsal, and conling a
stalement of the true policy of our couu.
try &
Jr’I'lm rules and regulations of ao country
or community can be brought into any
state of regularity or uniformity, without
a upiform Janguage. ‘Ihe Constitniion
and laws of all countries, it ia nccessary
to promulgate in a language common or
known to all; now, this has 1 be done
either in & multitude of languages, and
be consequcntly defective, or in an esta-
blished language, which is fixed as the
only recognized language of ghe conntry.

That a uniformity of language can be
eatablished, even in the copglomerated
Babel of foreign tongues introduced in
our country, we know has been tried and
succeeded, In the Siate of Pennsylvdhia,
a large amount of original setilers were
German or Dutoh, for many years they
retained their distinet nationality and lan-
guage ; the State encouraged this by pro-
mulgating their laws and legislative enact.
ments in both langunges, and permitting
thiem to establish acd keep up schools, in
which nothing but their own language
was Iauglll; the congequence was that
they remained in a state of deplorable ig-
norance wnd made no advances in all that
wasnecessary to make intelligent citizens,

- Beside the extra expense to which the
Siate was put in printing in two Jangua-
ges, Decoming weary of this state of
things, the laws, ele., were promulgated
in only the standard language, and schools
were required to be eswblished in every
disirict teaching the American language,
and rigidly carried out.  The effeet sur-
passed expectation, and the German has
disappeared and genersl intelligence in-
creased accordingly.

Olio adopted a similar rule, and now
our lungnage is spoken in all the German
and other foreign sctiements in that
State,

This State should entirely cease pub-
lishing any of their public enaciments in
more than one language, and schools es-
1ablished, and we would soon cease to
have our ears puined with the unintelligi.
ble jargons so. common, composed of 3
mixture of Janguage and forming none
beside tha enormous expense would be
saved. How many languages are spoken
in our whole country, we cannot tell, but
they are numerous ; German anJ French
are (he most common j there are large
settlements of Norwegians, Swedes, Poles,
Russians, Hungarians, Greeks, Turks,
and other minor nations ; now il it is pro-
per to publish in two langnages, it is just
as necessary to do so, in all; to dv ull a
similar act of justice, But, we utterly
deny the necessity of it in any case.

We have established a pure and correct
national language easily acquired and one
that may be spoken with ease and unifor-
mity throughout the country. This is
the Amerioan language. 'T'o give a unity
of thought and action thronghout our pop-
ulation—mixed as it .is, requires that all
should be well and 1!1urouF'n1y acquaint-
ed with the institutions of the country,
and. the oply practicable mode of eo do-
jng is. by requiring a knowledge of the
Janguage of the country. A unifurmity
of apeech naturally produces a reciprocity
of feeling and action. A variety of lan-
gueges spoken in one counlry, producing
many istincl pationalities, was a great
eause of the failure of the Hungarian re-
volution; and has been of many others.—
Where there is not & common means of
social intercommunication there cannot
be a common course of action. Uniform-
ity will do awny with foreign feelings,
."§'he grand principle of Republicanism,
which our Government has established,
and which 4t is lsboring 0 extend over
all ¢countries, which it acquire, either by
sunexation, purehuse or otherwise, is but
one principle and cannot be sublivided
without destroying it ; it is therefore ne-
cessury that its extension should be ac-
compani¢d by the oply langunge founded
upon thg [reedom of thought, produced
by that painciple, otherwise, it will be tor-
tured into every language (hat each adop.
ter of Republiconism will understand it
ouly as ofien mistranslated into lns own
lungoage. - The consequence must inevi-
tably be its towal misconception snd mis
consiruttion,. We saw an instance of this
in Lafayeite (now Fourth District, New
Orleans,) A learned German had trans-
Inted the Counstitution of the United
States, and the State of Louisiana, into
the German language ; after publication,
herend it toms) and we. rearcely could
recognive uny article; they were entirely
ehunged in sense; yet he was very learn.
elin German and English. Such will
always bethoe case,

How can we produce a uniformity of
language ! Let ench Biate publish her
Constitution and - Legislative enactments
in the language of our couniry ! Estab.
Tishsschools in evéry District in which it
shall be a requitement that & teacher of
Awerican Japguage shall impart a knowl
edge of the language o each pupil; and

the desired result will soon be attained.

[FrOM THE MIRSOURI DEMOORAT.]

My Fiftieth Birth-Day.

DY MOS. FRANCES D. GAGR,

——

I used to think, when' I, achild,
Played wilth the pebbles on the shore
Of the clear river rippliog wild,
That roll ed before my father's door,
How long, how very long "twould be,
Ere 1 could live out fifty yedrs ;
T o think of it oft checked my glee,
And filled my childish heart with fears.

I Jooked at grandma, ns she sat,
Her forehend decked with silvery rime,
And thought, *“When I am old as that,
Must I dnin stockings all the time?
Must I sit in the urm-chair so,
A white fiylled cap around my lace,
With dull arab strings, and ne'or a bow,
And kecp things always n. their place ?

The lines of eara, the sigh of pain,
The “‘hugh” herlips so oft_let fall,
Made me wish, o'er and o'er aguin,
I never might grow old at all.

Yot ghe was ever cheerful, and
Would oft times jein oursport and murth;
And muny u play by her was planned,
Avound the winter evening hearth,

But then slhe play ed not by the brook,
She did not gather pretty fowers,
She did not sing with merry look,
Nor make & spring-time of the hours.
Ho when the said one sunuy morn,
“You will be old like me some day,”
Lwopt like one of hope forlorn,
And threw my playthings all away,

Be old ! like grandma, and mot roam
The glen in spring for violets blue,
Or bring the bright May blossoms home.
Or pick the strawberries 'mong the dew.
Beold ! and in the summer time,
Take weary naps, in mid-day hours,
And fail the Chandler Lrees to elimb,
And shake the ripening fruit in showers |

Be old | and sit round wintry fires;
Be fifty |—have no eliding spree,
And hugh away oll wild desires |
I thought "twere better not to be,

Bib two score yoars have glided by,
With summer’s heat and winter's cold,
With suuny hours and elouded sky,
Till now I'm fifty—now I'm old |
The sun-burnt locks are silvery now,
That used to dangle in the witd ;
Avd eyes are dim, and feet more slow,
That loh my playmates all behiod.

Speclacleslio upon my nose,

But no white frill looks prim and cold ;
My grey hair curls ; I weat pink bows—

1 do not feel so very old.

1 play among the pebbles—I
Wou!d love, on that familinr shora,
Where once I watched the swallows fly
The dancing rippling” waters o'er.
I'd like to climb the apple tres,
Where once the spicy sweeting grew ;
Muke grape vine swings, and have a glee;
But I am rorry—"twouldn't do.

I'd like to go & nutling now,
And gather violels in the glen ;

And wrenth the wild flow’rs round my brew,
As well aa e'or I did at ten,

I'd like to slide upon the pond—

To watch the old mill stroggling there
In icy chains, while all beyond

Was one broad mirror, cold and glare,

I'd like to see the noisy school,
Let out n-nooning as ‘of old—

Play *“lost my glove,”” and “Mind the rule.”
My heart throbs quick—it is not eold,

1 hear theery of Kate and Jane,
Of Lot tie, Lina, Helen, Sue—
Ah, yes! (I'll own it in between,)
Come George, and Dan, and William ;oo0.

I'm fifty—=but I am not sad—
I see no gloom In ripening years,
My hopes are bright, my spirit glad—
How vain were sll my childish fears.

My childi sh eports, I loved (hem then,
I love to think them over still—
To shut my eyes, and dream again
« Of silvery stream, and woodland hill,
But life bas plegsures holier still
Than childhood's play, with all its zesl,
That, as we journey down the hill
Makes each succeediog year the best,

There's stalwart men beside my hearth,
And “boony lasses” laughing free,
That had not lived on this good earth,
To love and laber, but for me ;
And shall I pine forchildbood joys,
Tor Woodland walks, and violels blue,
While rousd me merry boys and girls
Are doing what! used todo?

My days of toil, my years of care,
Have never chilled my spirit's flaw,

Or mude one flower of life less falf
Than in the spring-time, long ago,

Tha paths 1've trod were sometimes rough ,
And sharp and piercing tomy feet;

Yol there were daisied walks enough,

3 Wakly ﬁunrnal;
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Frienda that Iloved have passed from sight,
Before 1ae to the spirit bome ;

But in the day that knows no night,
I know they'll greet me when I cone.

Hopes that I've cherished. Loo, were vain ;
But I bave lived to feel aud know,
That, were life to live o'er again,
"I'were better that it should be eo.

At every winding of the way,

1've sought for love, and love have given;
For love can ehoer the durkest duy,

Aud waie the poorest home a heaven

Oh | ye who're passing down, like me,
Life's autumn side, be brave and strong,
Aund tench the lisper at your knee,
That fifty years is not so LoxG—
Thatif they would be ever young,
And free from dolovous puin aud care,
The life-harp must be ever strung
With love of duty every where,

© Asviolius, in foreign lnm.l.n,
Broken and shiattered o'erand o'er,
When meaded, sud in skitlful hands,
Make swecter musio than before,
8o, ofi the heart, by sorrow Llorn,
Uives foreh a clearcr, loftier song,
Thau that which greeted us at morn,
When it wes new and brave and atrong. [
|

Futher, I thank thee for them all,
These fifty years which now are past;
Oh ! guide me, guard we, till the full
Of death, my form shall hide at lnst.
Let me, in Love and kindness, still !
Live on, nor ¢'er grow hard and cold ;
Bend me, and brenk we to thy will,
But may my.spirit ne'er grow old.

Frightful Adventure,

CARRIE MASON.

oY T. W. BROWN.

But a few dayvs since, my eye fell up-
on a thrilling deseription of a contest with |
wolves, The details stirred some  bitter
memovies of the past,  The vory name

Inericin
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of woll canses a shudder to creep over me,
and brings back a train of most bilter
gssociptions. A dark, horrible vision
falls upon the inward soul, its freezing
incidents as vividly porirayed as when
enacted long years ago. .

Reader, indulge an old friend in w brief
tale of (acts. Draw your chair eloser lo|
the fire, and I will tell you a tale of other |
days which will stic your blood.

You did not know Carrie Mason1 why
do I ask the question, for years have gone
by since she digd. 1 knew her and loved
her. Wihio could know her and not love
her.

Carrie ! T wrn back to the past, when
the world was all a puradise, and she its
loveliest angel, She was benutiful<how
beauti®ul !-~No thing of earth was more
s0. I will not attempt to diseribe her.—
No light ¢loud tracing the summer sky,
was aver more graceful 3 no snow flake
ever purer; no warbling bird or warbling
stream ever more happy and gleeful.—
And vet she had a spirit which soared ;
and her blue eye, as mild as the depihs
of a summer sky, would melt in tears or
flash indignantly ata tale of wrong. She
was surpassingly beautiful in form. Do
you wonder thay I loved her? Ilove her
now embalmed in memory, and bow in
silent homage to her pure epirit as it lin.
gers around me in the winters of life.~~
Carrie Mason of earth is dead. I know
that. But the Carrie Mason of Heaven
lives, ant! I love her, as I love the (hings
of Heaven, Years have gone by and
sifted the snow among my locks, and my
aye looks dimly out upon the world; yet
that one bright dream lingers as (reshly
in the heart as when treasured there in
the spring of life.

Closer with your chair. Heap on more
fuel, for chills creep over me as that blast
goes by, I can hear the snow sift thickly
against the window panes, I know that
a thick white snow shroud, is silently
weaving over the leafless, bladeless flow-
erless “earth. So has time woven a
shrood over sll the bright hopes of my

outh,

The drifts are piling up! Away back
of tha village church the heaps lie upon
the graves of the dead. Carrie lies there.
I see the spot now, even as I watch the
blaze, and listen 1o the wind withont—
The snow there gathered 18 not purer than
the spirit of Uarrie,

That ‘was a fieroe one! The night
winds have a language. I understand it.
Long, long years I have sat here and lis-
tened. As they go past, I.he{ whisper,
and T wander in thought until the ashes
gather on the waning bearth, How the
winds shriek an¢ waill They havea
touching moan, It makes me sad to hear
them sigh, and T people the night air with
spirits of grief. Now a faint, solemn
dirge goes whispering by, There! hark
to a shriek which leaves a freesing sense
of some featful crime committed, And
ﬂﬂ the winds are company for me, They

ave been my sole companions for years.

Let the winds murwur, for I should
miss their futntest whisper.

Forty years ago !

To make it all se¢m smooth and sweet. |

==
ats,

a day, and yet I look in the glass aeross

the table and see the wiihered features |heart-chilling echoes had not died away brushed his head.

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY- 17, 1858,

AR T N R A
Time Nas fled fleeldy, T seems but|unearthly howl, like a wail from ll‘.B’

world of fiends. T heard it ;its dismal |
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.s-t-r.u.ck witl.:. wy fist, and again those fear-
ful jaws shut with a snnp, as my hand
With a demoniae

of an old man. Is it myself that is old 7 on the sorm, when it was answered by | growl he fastened upon the shoulder of

I draw my hand over a [ace of wriuhies-'.l
and then lay it upon a smooth bald head. ‘
Around the ears, are thin white locks,
ond a well-worn staff glistens in the fire |
ligh.

Years have gone by, while the heart

a srore of thronte, |

Merciful God! a pack of wolves were |
around us! In those dark woods, at]
night, aod the stoim howling owrhead.l
a score of hungry throats were fiercely |
yelling each other on to the feast.

Carrie? O for help! for a weapon, a
fuothold upon earth, where 1 could grap
ple with the monster !

I heard the loog (angs erunch into the
flesh, and the smothered breathings, as

| the woll continues to make sure ofvhis

has been deenming as though there were|  For a moment my senses reeled, but I hold! O it was horrible! T beat him

no winter after the spring time of youth. |

Forly years ago, as [ wus sayiug, ny |
father's family setiled in one of he coun-|
ties of ceniral New York, All was a
wilderness, wild, grand, beautiful,

pioneer “clearing.” The shadows were
around us, the tall trees and the pictur- |
esque mountuins. [
Many a sammer's day have I toiled vp |
the rugged moun'ain sides, and looked |
cut upon & sea of green as it swayed and |
rolled, in the summer breeze, or watched
the warming sun s it lingered to bathe
the whole wilderness in a flood of gold
and crimson, All were very beautiful,
The axe had opened a space in the for-
est, and a esbin of that good old time of-
forded us shelter. Tt looked new and
comfortable, and its chimney #moke curl-
ed gracefully up and vanished with the
shadows of the forest. The blackened
heaps smoked and crackled, and decp in
those wild-wood solitudes the wilderness
blossomed and smiled in the presence of |

[yeliow harvests, A happy home was|

there. ‘T'he birds sang at earliest morn, |
and the deep river near the door muvmured
sweelly at night fall,

There were gentle whisperings in the
old trees.  As they bow their heads to
the winds, a holy aothem foated up
from the vast lvmplu where nature |
hreathed fresh and pure from the hand of |
(God. 'The wild-flowers bloomed even
by the very door si'l, and the deer stopped
in the forest edge to gaze upon the smoke
of the chimney.

“I'was o beautiful home in the old wil:
derness !

‘The spring bro't us neighbors. “I'was a|
great day when a settler came in and pur-
chinsed land ocross the viver, He received
A warm welcome from pioneer hearts,
and by the ready agency of pioneer hands
a comfortable log cabin peeped out from
the dense woodland on the npposite bank,
I watehed the smoke from its open roof as
the sun went down, and eagerly looked
fur it the next morning. But it was not
the smoke [ cared so much about. Tonly
kuew that it eurled upward from the fire-
side where dwelt a8 beautiful a erenture
as ever bloomed away from the busy
world, And so I watched the smoke,
and dreamed as | watehed the river, un-
til the moon threw down its beautiful
pathway of shimmering silver, and listen-
ed for the sound of familiar [ootsteps,

Across the river was the home of Car-
rie Mason. Before the mellow haze of
Autumn had dropped its dreamy hue on
lake and stream, L learned to love her
and tell her so inthe still moonlight of
that hidden home,

"The leves faded and the winter winds
wailing through the forest. Tlut we cared
little for that, The snow fell thick and
Iast, but our cabin homes were bright,
and our hearts were alive with happiness
and hope. When the spring opened, and
the birds relurned, we were 10 be married,

I was happy.

A winler evening party in a new coun-
try. Did you ever attend one, reader !
There are large hearths o nd open hearts
to be found.

Oarrie and I were invited to attend the
perty. A rude *jumper’ had been built,
und in this we started. Ten miles were
soon passed, and we found ourselyes in
as merry and as happy a throng as ever
gathered on a frontier. The huge fire
erackled on the hearth, and old (ashioned
fun and frolic rang out until a late hour.
The moon had gone down when we
gtaried foe home, and the snow began to
fall. But we heeded it not, for we talked
fast as the stout Lorse sped on the forest
path.

Carrie grasped my arm and whispered
Hist! The wind shricked over the tops
of the dark pinos, and I laughed at her
fears. But she nestled cluse to my side
and talked with lees glee. In epite of all
efforis, a shadow would creep over my
own-spirits.

The road wound around a dense growth
of pines which shot upward and veiled
even the sky [rom our path. The old
pines swayed and moaned in the increas-
ing storm, and the snow fell fast and
thickly. [ touched the horse with the
whip, and he moved briskly throngh the
Wumll. .

Aguin Carrie grasped my arm, I heard
nothing save the storm, nnd yet T wae
startled a8 the horse gave a quick snort,
and siruck into a gallop.  Wiih a heart
full of happiness, 1 had not yet dreamed
of danger. ;

Again the horse snorted in. alarm.—
Phere were sounds above the storm, and
[ felt my eheck grow white and cold, the
blood rush quickly back to my heprt.

‘Olear, wild, tetrific, it buret ot in an

falt Carrie leaning beavily upon my shoul-
der, and aroused,

But what hope was there? I had no|
weapon, and (he maddened devils were

aliend,

That was a slin chsnce, and 1 grew
sick as [ thought of Carrie. The quiet |
eabin, and the Lappy hearth st home,
flush swiftly throngh my brain.

At that moment a dark shadow glided |
up by the side of the sleigh, and so wild |
and devilish a yell T have never hdard |
since, My flesh erawléd on my bones. |
A colil shiver ran to the heart and erept
over the head, as though the hairs werel
standing on end. Two orbs glared out
like demon-lights and [ could hear the
panting of the eager beast.

Firmly graspiug the lines, snd shouting
sharply to the lorse, we shot away.

The horse needed no urging. At the
uel, that infernal chorus again broke out |
in earnest, and (heir dark forms leaped
lengthened strides on either side of us.—
‘Phe speed was fearlul, and yet the yelling
devils kept puce. 'Turning to speak 10
Carrie, | vaw a dark form leap into the |
path, and as we sped ahead, his teeth shut
with a vice like snap, missing Carrie, but
stripping her shawl from her shoulders.
With a shriek she clung to me, and with
my arm 1 saved her from being dragged
out of the seal.

Oh God! It was horrible !
to be ealen alive !

I became maddened—reckless. T shou-
ted to the horse, now reeking with foam,
and went at a fearful rate.  The stumps,
and roots, and uneven places in the road,
threatened every instamt lo wreck our
sleigh.

Home was three miles ahead !
a world to give for home!

As the road struck thie river bank, it
turned shorily almost on the brink of a
fearful precipice. Here was a new dno-
ger ; it was a difficult place, and not on-
ly danger of upsetting, but of being hurl-
ed into the river.

There was a path across this angle of
land where logs had been drawn out; it
was a mile nearer this way to the clear-
ing, than by the river, but I durst not at-
tempt it with a sleigh. On we sped!
that infernal pack, neck and neck with us,
and every now and then, jaws shutting
like steel-traps close to our persons.—
Ouce around that angle and | hoped !
How madly 1 shouted to the noble
brute as we neared the turn in that race
for life.

Oh Héaven ! ™ The infernal devils hiad
crogsed abead snd hung in dark musses
in the path. A demon instinct seemed
to possess them, A few rods more!--
The wolves seemed to feel that we had a
chance, fur they howled more devilish
than ever.

With a swoop, the horse turned in
spite of me ; the left runner strack high
on the roots of a pine, and the sleigh
swunjz over like a flash, burying us in
the new snow. Away sped the horse,
and my heart sank as I heard his quick
footsteps dying out towards home.

Baot I hud no time to think ; in teuth I
can remember nothing distinetly ; it all
seemed a nightmare which I never can
forget.

T'he maddened pack [ollowed the horse,
and shot past us as we were thrown out
upon the bank, for a number of rods.—
A shriek from Carrie arrested them in
their career, an in an instunt they were
upon us, I gave onu long, desperale
shout, in hopes of arousing the folks at the
cabins, 1 had no time to shout again.—
Their hot breath burned upon me, and
their durk masses gathered around like
the shadows of doom. With a broken
limb I wildly kept them at bay for a mo
ment ; but fieccer, eloser, surged the
gnashing teeth, Carrie lay insensible on
the ground before me. 'T'here was one
more chance. . A stunied pine grew upon
the outer edge of the bank and shot out
nearly horizontally over the river below,
full a hundred feet from the surface.

Dashing madly in the teeth of the pack
with my cadgel, I yelled with the warn-
ing energy of despair, grasped Carrie

We were

0, for

over the head, but he only deigned a
munching growl. T yelled, prayed, wept,
but the hungry devil cared not for pray-
ers, His companions were still howling

We  in the path before and behind us, “I'iere | and whining, and ventaring out upon the
located fifleen miles from the furthest| was but one chance, and that wus to push | pine.

gl\'H Wlly.

‘I'he wolf still kept his hold upon Car-
rie. Nonecan dieam how the blood his.
sed und dwept through my knotted veins,
At 'ast the brate hungry for his prey,
gave a wrench, and peatly threw me [rom
the pine, Carrie was helpless and insen-
sible. Even the crunching teeth of the
monster did not awakep her from the
deathly swoon into which she bad fallen.

Another wrench was made by the
wolf and Currie’s waist slipped from my
aching grasp, leaving me but the hold
upon the skirt of ber dress. The incar-
nate devil had not released his hold, but
as il aware of the danger beneath, retain-
ed his grip on the shoulder of Carie,

‘Ihe end had come ! My brain reeled !
T'he long body of the wolf hung down-

ward like a dark shadow in the abyss, |

[ust weating out my remaining strength.
Tl blogd gushed warmly from my nos-
trils, and lights danced ncrogs my eyve
bhalls, ‘I'lie overiaxed mwuscle of the hand
would relax, und as instantly cloze con.
vulsively upon the eluding skiet, 1 heard
a tearing of stitehies. ‘I'he black mass
writhed and wrenehed, as if 1o deepen the
hol. A eracking mingled with the hum-
ming naise, and the dress parted at the
waist. I shricked as I heard the swoop-
ing sound of the fall of the black devil
and his vietim, ss they shot down into
the darkness. I heard something like
the bay of the old house dog, and the fi

ring oi’ guns, and heard no more.

Weeks and months passed away before
the featful delitium of that night left me.
I returned to eonsciousness in my father’s
cabin, an emacidted creature, helpless as
a child. My youth hsd passed away,
and I was prematurely old. The raven
locks of twenty had clianged to the silve.
ry lines of eighty years of age. TLook
on this arm that clung to Currie! 1 have
never raised it since that night. In my
dreams I feel again that fearful night,
and awake, covered with the cold, clam-
my sweat, that gathered upon me while
on the pine,

The neighing of the horse as he rushed
into the clearing, had arnused the people
at home,

The empty and broken sleigh told the
brief story.

T'he howling of the wolves ivose on the
blast, and with guns and the old hoose
dog, they rushed to the scene. They
found me eenseless upon the trunk, cov-
ered with blood, and & wolf feeling his
way towards me. In turning at the
gound of their approach, he slipped and
went down upon the ice.

Our people looked long for Carrie Ma.
son, but did not find her till next morning.
They then went down upon the ice and
found her corpse. The wolves had not
picked her crushed bones—I thanked
God for that. The fall had partially bro-

it floated aut, The wolfl had not releas.
ed his death grasp, and his teeth were
buried in her pure white shoulders.

The spring, sunshine, and birds, and
green leaves had come again, as 1 tottered
out. My sisters led me to a grave oo the
river's bank—the grave of all my youth-
ful hopes, and of all that I loved., The
wild flowers were already on the sacred
mound, I wept over and blessed them,
for they were blooming on the grave of
Carrie.  Such was (he fate of my first
and only love. ‘There never was but one
Carrie Mason.

Gavuantry rrom HEeap 1o Foor—
* Excelsior,” the correspondent of a New
York paper, was walking along a path o
foot wide, hialf way up the wall, at Tren-
ton Falls, when he met four young crino-
lines sailing vowards him. He could not
turn back nor get around them, so he
says : “ I put my wits to work for an ex-
pedient, By Jove! there is inspiration
in a pretty foot—a thought had struck
me, and no rooner thought'than Jdone,

with one arm, and dashed recklessly out
upon the pine. I thought not of the
danger—I cared not. I braved one dan-
gor to escape a greater. I reached the
branches and bresthed freer as 1 heard
the fieroe growl of the haffled pack.

I torned my bead, and God of mercy !
a long shadow was gliding along the
tronk 1o our last refuge. Carrie was
helpless, and it required all the strength
of intense despair to hold her, and remain
upon the slippery trunk. I turned tosface

down went * Excclsior” flat s a ground-
ling, lengthwise in the path ; and one by
one the fair damsels walked over _drf
shod. Don’t ask me Lo describe my feel-
ings while undergoing the process. 1
held my breath, and went it blind <but
I'll bet my head that one pair of those
feet bae left impressions that will ke
lomemln! besides the washerwomon (o
eradicate.”

ken tho ice, and the oozing water had
frozen and [astened ber long black hair as

It is singular that when bills become {in
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The Fireside. .
Frightening Children.

We know of nothing more reprehensi-
ble, nothiing more dangerous mnd injudi-
cious, than the prastice of frightening’
children in the norsery, at the family:
fireside, and in the social ecircle, by res
tailing to them ghost stories, goblin tales,
and wiicheraft fictions, .. They receive.
| painful impressions from whicl their ner-
|vous system does not recover for years,
perhaps during their whole lives, .o 111«
Children and young persons have gens,
lerally greal curiosity n relation to these,

1

1 almost wished the tree would |iales of the imagination, especislly when

they asre sttended by some gossiping'
nuree, whose head, being empty ot'goc{-
sense, has been filled hrim full of ghost les,
gends and black letter recollections,

If there is a worse condilion upon earth’
than that into which this monstrous su-
persiition plunges au imaginative child,
we have no conception of its curdling hor-
rors, Never to lay the head upon the
pillow, from the time it is \wo or three
years of age, uniil seven, eight, or ten,
without feeling the most perfect assurance’
in its own mind of renlizing its own pro<
pheey, snd seeing sore hideous spectrs-
before morning. This is the purgatory of
early, innocent, and otherwise happy
childhood. - )
“These midnight horrore haunt the ima«
|gination even to old age, 'They may
lose somewhat of their painful vividness,
their -appalling distinctness—something,
of their curdling horror, so potent in its
mystery and so teriffic cven in its impos-
sibility—but these terrors linger in the
imagination still, ready to be called up i
every suspicious spot, awakened in every,
solitude, in spite of all the judgment can
door the reason can urge. For a mos
ment, at certain times, even to old age,
the heart will throb with painfal distinet-
ness, the hair will become perpendiculary
and a disagreeable shudder will make the
blood cold in the veins, even when man-
hood has reached its prime. To be sure,
the judgment goon dispels those unfound-
ed [ears, but they will haunt the vietiny
ut timed, to his dying day. ‘These are
some of the painful deleterions effects of
frightening children in the early season
of their growth. How important is if,
thiat parents should guard themselves
against these groundless lerrors, exeiling
the early imagination, and chaining the
trembling victim to the indescribable
ny of this nervous bondage for all itﬁ:-
ture life. '

About Pride. \
Pride is frequently recommended by
the false use of langunge. Pride has
been defined an *‘inordinate and unreas-
onable self ¢esteem,attended with insolence
aud rude treatment to others.” Somes
limes this view is recommended, by the
applieation to it of an epithet expressive
of some valuable quality of heart ; and
sometimes by the substitution of a word,
which awakens in the mind no idea but
those of excellence snd glory, Many a
parent has taught his childreu to be proud
that by so doing, they might be able to
hold their heads high, in their nge
through the world. Miserable mistakel
made in utler forgeifulness of the divine
maxim, that “Pride goeth before destruos
tinn, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”
It is said of one of the kings of ancient
Eﬁypl’ that he chose 1o be denominated
“Busiris the Proud,” and his. overthrow
was as sudden and remediless as his ins
solence had been insupportable. :
It is certainly no small evidence of ‘the
moral corruption of our race, that this
rank growth of a degraded humanity oan
ever be mentioned, or regarded, with any
otlier sentiments than those of disappro-
bation and disgust. It bad never been
known, but for sin; and the ‘moral tasth
must become utterly vitiated, belore itean
be viewed, under any of its modifications
or disguises, with the emallest complas
cency, Tbere is no pride in heaven,—
By the most dignified of creatures thers,
by ho:{ angels ‘and the spirits of 'tlse re-
deemed, as well a8 by God himself, it in
viewed with uniform. detestation and abs
horience ; and it impites, in their estima-
tion, all the evils of supreme sell love, and
rebellion against the established order of
the universe. Everywhere and always,
it is a usurper, a despot, n n odigus tyraat.
But in the view of man, pride is far loss
hateful, and under ‘some ecircumelances,
is even "F'rl:liuvorlhy.
cestry, of talenws, of reputation; snd even
of . personal. beauty, which implies
worth, or diguily, -either ;
moral, or relative, has been sysie
enconraged by psrents ¥
decent, manly, noble, . _
has that  fundamental maxioy of the Res
deemer's k::sn been
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